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Hills that bring the strong streams forth, heights of

heavenlier air,
Fields aflower with winds   and  suns,  woods   with

shadowing hair.
But none of the nations of men shall they liken to

thee,                                                                   [Str. 2.

Whose children true-born and the fruit of thy body

are we.                                                         1150

The rest are thy sons but in figure, in word are thy

seed;

We only the flower of thy travail, thy children in-
deed.
Of thy soil hast thou  fashioned our limbs,  of thy

waters their blood,
And the life of thy springs everlasting is fount of our

flood.

No wind oversea blew us hither adrift on thy shore,
None sowed us by land in thy womb that conceived

us and bore.
But the stroke of the shaft of the sunlight that brought

us to birth

Pierced only and quickened thy furrows to bear us,
O Earth.